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	DEDICATION


	This edition is dedicated to my wife, Pranom Jones, for making my life as easy as she can, she does a great job of it.


	Karma will repay everyone in just kind.


	 


	 




 


	INSPIRATIONAL QUOTES


	“I do not seek to walk in the paths of the wise men of old, I seek what they sought”.


	Matsuo Bhutto


	 


	------


	 


	Great Spirit, whose voice is on the wind, hear me. Let me grow in strength and knowledge.


	Make me ever behold the red and purple sunset. May my hands respect the things you have given me.


	Teach me the secrets hidden under every leaf and stone, as you have taught people for ages past.


	Let me use my strength, not to be greater than my brother, but to fight my greatest enemy, myself.


	Let me always come before you with clean hands and an open heart, that as my Earthly span fades like the sunset, my Spirit shall return to you without shame.


	(Based on a traditional Sioux prayer)
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	This story is dedicated to my parents, Colin and Marion, for the wonderful upbringing they gave to me and my brothers.
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	1 FEYTON LEISURE CENTRE


	It was Saturday morning and Megan and her mother were still sitting at the breakfast table in the garden of sweet-smelling flowers after her father had gone to work. It was unusual for him not be at home on the weekend.


	“Will it make any difference to your plans that your Dad can’t give you a lift, Megan?”


	“No, not really, Mam. Can I have that last piece of toast? I’ll just catch the train over to the island after work”.


	“You know you shouldn’t eat too much if you’re going swimming, especially swimming club. They work you quite hard there, I’ve seen them. We don’t want you getting cramp and drowning, do we?”


	“No, Mam... but you say that every week and nothing has ever happened and even if it did, there are thirty-odd strong swimmers, the instructor and a lifeguard there, so nothing’s going to happen, is it?”


	“Maybe not in the leisure centre, but it’s best to learn good habits for when you go swimming  somewhere else”.


	“Yes, I understand, Mam, but I also need energy. I’ve got swimming club and work before lunch comes around”.


	“Yes, all right, as long as you watch what you’re doing. That’s all I ask. So what’s the plan for the day then?”


	“Well, swimming club, the office, lunch. Then Jane will come down and we’ll go over the island, by train now, and spend the day on the fairground and the beach. It’s the annual half-price fares day, so all the kids from school will be there and most of us haven’t seen each other since school split up for the summer holidays a month or so ago. It should be fun”.


	“Yes, so you keep telling us. Just you be careful, my girl. You know what I think of that pal Jane of yours. She’s got all the makings of a right little tart and I don’t want you taking after her”. 


	“Oh, Mam! She’s not really like that, it’s just her way of hiding her shyness - her mother encourages her to be showy... that’s the way she is as well”.


	“That’s as maybe, but I don’t think it’s becoming behaviour, especially for a young teenager, so just you remember that, when your father and I are not around to chaperone you”.


	“Really, Mam! You make it sound like I’m going to pick up the first boy I meet as soon as your back’s turned”.


	“You just dare! Look, Megan, I know that you’re not like that, but I’m not so sure about that Jane, and it worries me so”.


	“I know, Mam, but there’s nothing I can do to stop you worrying, that’s just how you are. You need to have a bit more trust in me and others. I am glad you care though, I see kids at school whose parents don’t care, but that doesn’t include me or Jane. Can I go and get ready now, or do you want some help with the breakfast things?”


	“May I’, not ‘can I’... you run along, I can manage, thank you. What time can we expect you home for tea?”


	“I don’t know, but not late, say six o’clock, all right?”


	“Yes, love, see you then. Have a lovely day with your friends... and Jane”.


	Glad to be getting away, Megan tapped Grrr on the head and hurried to the stairs which she clattered up with her silent, friendly tiger in pursuit, not caring about the noise she was making. Her mother, still at the table, listened to the racket and shook her head in disapproval.


	 


	∞


	 


	Megan showered, put on the clothes she had chosen the night before, red shorts and a pink T-shirt and scrambled back down the stairs with Grrr looking set for a day of fun.


	“Bye, Mam, I’m off now”.


	Her mother stopped washing up, wiped her hands on her apron and put them on her daughter’s shoulders.


	“I’m sorry I fuss so, but I’m only thinking of you. You have a lovely day with your friends. Have you got enough money?”


	“Yes, Mam, thanks. I know…” They drew closer to each other and kissed on the cheek. “See you later”.


	“Yes, dear, see you for tea,” she said with a tear in her eye, so she turned quickly to continue with the dishes.


	Megan skipped down the street under the glorious August morning sun and touched Grrr’s head whenever she came close enough. These days, she was trying to be more aware that not everyone could see her friendly ghost tiger – partly out of deference to her mother, who said that she was ashamed that her thirteen-year-old daughter ‘was still playing with imaginary friends’. ‘People will think you’re not right in the head at your age!’ she had warned her, but Grrr was as real to her as anyone she knew and so were her other Spirit friends and relatives.


	She only wished she could make her see that… and them. Her father could see Grrr sometimes, and so could his parents, but none of her friends could, except Jane. Jane could be aware of Grrr without actually seeing her, but no-one she knew could see her other friends, her Spirit Guide, Wacinhinsha, or her mother’s own father, whom she called Gramps.


	She tried hard not to think of their names lest they thought she was calling them. It was not that she was not always happy to see them, but she didn’t like to ‘summon’ them by mistake, because she was certain that they had other things to be doing.


	It was quite a feat to be thinking of someone without using their name, but Megan was becoming good at thinking of specific people, especially her two dead friends, in the abstract so as not to disturb them. 


	Little did she realise that they were capable of distinguishing between a call for assistance and a thought about their well-being and Gramps was not going to tell her because Wacinhinsha was her mentor, and he judged that the mental exercise of separating her thoughts was more important than telling her the truth at the moment, unless of course she asked as a direct question, in which case he would explain properly.


	When they arrived at the leisure centre, Megan got changed and went into the pool area to join her friends, most of whom were in the water talking, waiting for the instructor. Megan dived in to join them and Grrr followed but swiftly disappeared. She had showed willing, but didn’t like chlorine and didn’t want to be a distraction to Megan. They would meet up again afterwards and both knew it.


	Megan had to leave early as usual, in order to get to work in the mayor’s office across the car park by ten, but she was skilled at getting showered and changed in seven minutes and she was on time when she knocked the door before entering without waiting for a reply.


	“Good morning, Mrs. Williams! It’s a beautiful morning, isn’t it?”


	“It most certainly is, Megan, but you always seem to bring that extra ray of sunshine with you wherever you go. You brighten people’s days. It is a rare gift… I wish more people had it. Just look at all these complaints!


	“You know, I get more complaints in the summer than in the winter? And do you know why? When it’s cold people stay in, but when it’s hot, thy go out. When lots of people go walking, they leave more litter, and so more people complain to me about dirty beaches and dirty roadsides… I don’t know… Anyway, that’s my problem.


	“What have you written for me this weekend?”


	“I wrote about Feyton’s big football game on Wednesday. I emailed it to you, but I can print off another copy if you like”.

OEBPS/Images/logo_xinxii.jpg
XinXii





OEBPS/Images/519314-megan-at-carnival-lores.jpg
Megan at Carnival

by Owen Jones





